
The Tragedie of Hamlet 

And fpur my dull rcucnge. What it a man 
If his chiefe good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepc and fecde, a bead, no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difcourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capabilitie and god-hke reafon 
To fuft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Befliall obliuion, or fome crauen fcruple 
Of thinking too precifely on th’eucnt, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifcdom, 
And euer three parts coward, I doc not know 
Why yet I Hue to fay this t hi ng’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and flrength, and mcancs 
To doo’t 5 examples grofle as earth exhort me, 
Witncsthis Army of fuch made and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuinc ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the invifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortal!, and vnfure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Eucn for an Eggc-fhell. Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftirre without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrell hva flraw 
When honour’s at the flake, how (land I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother ffaind, 

Excytemcnts of my reafon, and my blood. 

And let all fleepc, while to my fhamc I fee 
The iminent death oftwenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafic and trirke of fame 
Goc to their graucs like beds, fight fora plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot the caufe. 

Which is not torobe enough and continent 
To hide rite flaine.o from this rime forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth, £*& 

£ntcr Horatio, Gertrotrd, and <t (jChthtMn* 

1 will not fpealcc with her, 

Gent. Slice is iiT'porfunat, 

Iadecdc difltaft, her moods will ncedes be pltticd. 
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Prince of Denmark 


~ ’c frirks i’th world, ana nems, u.im - - 

j nrnes enutoufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in do 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yeuhe vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The bearers to colleaion, they yawneat it, 

S^SSaS**--*- 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ofhelut. 

* To mv fickefoule.as finnes true nature is* 

‘Each toyfeemes prologue to fome great amille, 

‘ So full of artlefle icaloufie is guilt, 

' l OpkWh«c ii\Kaurious Maicftie of Dwmarke ? 

frHow7h3d?ylur true loue knowfrom another one, 

By his cockle hat and flaffc, and his Sendall fhoone. 

Alasfweet Lady, what imports this ong f 

Oph, Say you, nay pray you tnarke, 

Heis dead &goneLady,he is dead and gone, 5 g>- 

At his head a grafgreenc mrph, at h»s heelcs a Hone. 

Oho. 

$rPr!yyou maiktwhite his Ihrowd as the rnountatne fnow. 

Enter King. 

Alas lookcheere my Lord. 

Ofh . Larded all with fweet flowers, 

Whichbewccpt to the grounddid not go 
With true louc (bowers, 

~ ol 

ter, Lord we know what wc are, but know what we may c. 

God be at your tabic. 
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